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"Salaam Aleikam, Kaif Alack/' (Peace be with you.
Welcome here) began the Shereef. I kissed his hand
and then replied with the usual questions about his
welfare, employing the Egyptian Arabic, which he under-
stood. Divans loaded under quilted upholstery were
pulled forward and we took our ease thereon leaving
the courtiers to stand, A wave of the royal hand sent
some slaves running through a doorway. Half a minute
later they marched back carrying two broad, stumpy-
legged platforms. Each was about the size of a dinner
table, and six or seven people could sit round it cross-
legged. Our cushions having been pushed nearer,
the servants bowing to everybody, brought a great
number of little dishes upon trays. Some were of
brass, others partly of brass and partly of porcelain,
others of reddish earthenware covered with patterns.
They looked rather like crucibles, and the resemblance
became more evident owing to the presence of tiny
brass lids on each container. Knives and forks re-
mained absent, but there were plenty of spoons, some
very beautiful and Eastern, others very hideous and
Brummagem.

First of all I was given soup, a kind of mutton broth
which tasted excellently. This gave way to a confection
of crystallized almonds. Then came some stew and
another "goody/' made out of sugared maize. The
chef, as usual in Arabia, seemed very fond of nuts,
and in some form or other put them into every one
of the sweets, which invariably followed the meat
dishes*